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n— what &ex the Author traly meant 
I know not, but be told me bis intent 
Was not to Lampoon, or Refle& on any ; 

But thro? Neceſſity be writ, like many, 

I: Pinch-Gut Times, to get the Ready Penny, 


Suppoſe (ſaid I) you've anger'd ſome Bravado, 
T bate the flanding of a Baſtinado? 


"ak poh, ſaid be, ſuch Davgats/2 never hed 
Fde' ſuch a GCockſcomb Redicule indeed, 
Each Sentence ſhould have Gaul and Venom in't, 


LYN 


Which you, to recompenze your Drubs, ſhall Print : 


Mortals 


Mortals have oft, to their deſtruction, found, 


Poets, like Gods, can at a diſtance Wound. 


' T thank you Sir (ſaid T) fuch Verſe, TI doubt; - 
S*But a poor Plaſter for a batter'd Snot, 


He preſt the Copy ferward, I ſeentd sþye, 
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The CharaCters are random writ,.God knows, 


Slightly UNparciwd:; deſi gn 'd, like Saleſmens Cloaths, 


For: ho* Wie in | patticuſar, but whefe. 3 | S 
They be q by chanec ſhall t tot: chem to o weak -/ 
- "Oh, SI £4 = als > 
Nay then, faid L if any Sot can fad 
His PiGture here, and not: as: his. deſign'd,, . *: bg C7 
Ard Angry be, I'll hire.the. Author” then, © . ©; Mt 
To whet bis Wits, and Write as K ker 4. . 13k 
Since I can juſily ſay (to ſawe:my Bacon): +. on 
Eno Offence inteud; T-pray. tet 'none.be +" , 
- : [14 | \ F 7 
it nn on (Fob, 
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fs anxious Ph my. trdubled Braigg poſleſt; 
| And the wild Hg #id firaddlivg TOY Breaſt; 
Loaded with —_ :F In E209 in PA - 


My Pockets fi too-empty. were for Wine, FL 
That:Noble Fuicd! 'That,Cordied of the Vinet _ 
By Humane Race ſo juſtly held Divine: . 


To cafe my Cares I ſtuibV'dizifo R's, :.;..-: 
Sots Paradiſe; fo Fam'd. of Jarrer days E 
For Derby-Ale, it beats away. the Bays... DE TEIER 


Thro' Entry datl1h* Tippling Manſion faught, 
Whoſe cloſe Dintetifions-rad aiFeifous-thought, .  ' 2 
I'd been Trappin 4; and in a MoiferTrop caught 4 5 


(69) 


"Like Weefel-thro? xCranny thurt-rept;——- CY 
And as he Sereants, ſo-I a Murm' ring kept; 


Now Paus'd and Swore, then Gree and forward ſtep d. 


imbling FINE. Sai cd 
To Heaven, whence I concluded, withoutfail, = 


This narrow Boch muſt lead to Heavenly. Ale. 
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But in this Pot gun Paige fd meer = oY 
"1A bully; of Who: forms to RHLart 3; "C Wm | o 
And ſhot me, like a Plato the No, : — 


LOS 1, 
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\ I gain'd'the Barr byi ſeveral Ei, TOR RY, IT —_— 
Az - 
Where mourning Widow: fat ainvadifl Face. OY 


And on each Hand a Room, but ne'er. a'Place. -. 


ee $06 Lan td ag he ul, 
There heard ſome Belgh; ſome Fart, arid others Sneeze; 
Buzzing and Humming like a Hive: of Bees. 


an 
This Room I did forcEaſe and Cleanneſs chuſe, 
The Chappelcall'd, from having Seat#,like Pews, 
Where grizled Sots ſit. nodding oer the News. 


With, painful joſtling T.a Place'poſſeſt,;, - - «< 
Sat down, then Belch'd and Farted like the reſt, 
Thump'd with my Fiſt; and cry'd E broke a. Jeſt. 
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In comes a Fewiale Tapſttiſs Pale nd'Waby' > 


Sod'n with the fumes of: what ſhe's, Drank and Drawn, .. 
Looks worle than the'green Gihwho-wants a Man. . 


Sir do you plcafe, I ptiy;to have your _ "=D 
Drawn New, or withea little\daſh of Stale: + 
I gave her anſwer, and ſheſoonturn'd Tail: - 


One ſage old Bard next Chinmey Neck ya, Lot, 


Fix'd as a Statue, motionleſs he lats,:- 


His Eyes regarding neither Who nor What. 


This ſpeechle(s Tage moſt F did admire, 
No Derby could this Mortal Lump Inſpire, , 
Who like Old Puls, {at Purring o'er the Fi ire. 


mY 


One whim he had was often-put in play, 
By Name ſalute this Monumenzal. Clay, 
He Huffs and. Putis, ſtarts up. and runs away. 


Then in thruſts one, ſtrives. hard to get a Place ; 
Witty in Words, and Satyr in his Face, 
Thus boldly ſpeaks in Dearby-Ales diſgrace... 


Pox on't, ſaid he, I Tefterday flept in, 
And drank Nine Tankgras to. dipert my S pleen, 
It faiÞd, and now I'm come to drink Ninteen. 
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At Squire's Fear #Bexal foDay bud Stuk"it, +47 
Four Eithttth bimPdbidW 5 , yole won't mot think ie 5- 
He ſwore we iB'uje Clod-oRed Sor whi Jrink#t 0196 


| This much difgruntPd al he Tewillink Herd; 07 "BF 7! 
Who orin'd, and aim ehrrouſly ar: wo. So ov 
In anſwer-not a Mbical -wig/t his Beard.” .: BS: EI IW 

One Gaps: S{&&nd Nod third he'Winks, 
A fourth he Smoaks, a fifth Blows Pipe and: Drinks, 
Nor One in Ten thir Giter Ta} or Thinkg.il ntl 
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Thus ſeldom Sprh, ankle Tis to angle: 2! 
Of Peiſ ck, Stone, thEGour lr fame old Pain | 
That grieves therti ſorely” ven the Moon's Ch? as LG: 


Here worn-out Sinners at Weir Aites repine; (** 
{ (The Herd thus  ymgecheially mh 
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Up riſes now v and then,” a  brawny Sor, 


Before the Fire he curns is Ars about, * 
Hauks up his Flegm, then Spitting Nagger Outs | 


With me this ſmoky Clime aid nof agree, 
Theſe Sots too Grave were, thats too Dull, for me; 


No Talk is wore than much Loquaciy. 


- Willing 
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Willing to take . General Survey, 
T' obſerve the Difference in Mortal Clay, 


I ſtole from thence, to the next Room made way. 


This call'd the Bear-Garden, where it a Table 
I heard, amongſt 2 wild Promifcuous Rabble, 


Morte Tongues confus'd then ere were known at Babel. 


A Beaux repeating to his friend a Novel, 
Two Lawyers in Diſpute began to Cavel, 
A fiith, with Chalk, was ſcoring out an Oval. 


And, being as cunning as a Hocus Pocus, 
Had laid a Wager with a John a Nokns, 
He'd with a Thred and Pins | find out. the Focns. 


( 
A Scholar, next, of Batchelor's Degree, 


« 3 
Standing four Years at Vnwverſitie, 


Roſe up and flung a Witticiſmi at me, 


[ likd the Sport, and did retort the ſame. - 
T hit him Home according to my Aim ; | 


But could not get his Hair. Braid fury tame 


So Learz'd he ſeem'd, ſo Witty in Diſcourſe, - |, 
He'd hold me all the Morey in his Parſe, - G 
Tho' I ſcem'd Mar he'd prove:me but a-Horſe, 
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(a0) 
I gravely ſaid it did his SkzZ ſurpaſs, 
And, in return, I inſtanc'd him a Caſe 


Wherein a Scholar prov'd himſelf an 4ſs. 


He ſmelt a Rat and found he was miſtaken; 
Shut up his Brains, true knowledge had forſaken; . 
And dwindl'd into News to ſave his Bacon. 


A little Captain, tho' of great Renown, 
Cock'd up his Hat ſwore Zoons and then ſate down; 
Out-chatter'd all the Magpies in the Town. 


He talk'd of Heros, Hefiofs, and Bravadbes, 
Of Gaſhes, Slashes; Cuts, and Catbatiatlbes, 
Of Cannons, Mortars,- Bonibs and Had Giuhadoes: © 

The Yaliant Pigmy, eagir to detlare 
His Broils in Taverns, not Exploits tn War, 4 


Teagd me with Nonſence'more than. I conld bear; 


The D#e& he retain'd he leardd at Nurle;.. - 
- And that his Words might be of greater force z. 
He tagg'd Each: Semence With an Oath or Curſe: 


A Dapper Blade-was Squeez'd aniong the teſt, . 
Who would have made each Word he ſpoke a Jeff . 
Aim'd at mud Wat but Iitthe he poſlEk [T 


, Like 
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Like I Rung Bells he did Confus'dly Nock 
His Il Tun'd Words to hammer out a Foak, 
Whoſe Tongue out run the Larun of a Clock. 


This Mortal prov d a Midnight Magiſtrate, 
Who ask's us, Why,ſo dunk, and why ſo late ? 
Little in Perſon, tho? in Office Great. 


He Huckles much, tho? what by that he means, 
Let Oldish, Shirley, or ſuch Learned Brains s 
T inform the World, imploy their Skilful Pens. 


Next ſat a Drone, whole Wits had but a Dull-Edge, 
His Gravity, and nice Granmatick Knowledge, 
Spoke him ſome Senior Cockscomb of a Colledge: 


He Learned Reaſons offer*d unto ſame, 
Why Gerounds end indi, in do, or dum , 
Then grave attention gave, and ſat hum Drum, 


Next him a Spark bedawb'd with Golden Twine, | 
So very Graue, and eke {o very Frne, Pa 
I cook him for ſome Stareſmm-on Deſign. 


Some humble Lord, fo genvrouſly free, 
Seeking Applauſe 8nd Popmlarity, 
Came here to Court the good Mobilitys 


(12) 
I turn'd about, and view'd him for a ſpace, 


No Sword he'd on, and in his Meer no Grace, 


Dulneſs inſtead of Grandure in his Face. 


My Judgment &'d, I quickly found its faillure; 
No Honour in his Speech, in's Looks no Valour, | 


A Lord, thought 1, wounds this muſt be a Taylor; 


When. c'er he ſpoke it matter was of fact; 
So Emphattical his Words and ſo compa, 
No Strowling Player could be more exa&:; 


Againſt him Teague, an Irish Barber ſat, 


\ 


Who has a Thouſand Whimſfies in his Pate, | 4 


Makes Wigs, tunes Bagpipes, does the Lord knows what, 
By chance, ſaid I, What 3s't a Clock T Pray? 

After ſome time he'd ſtuddy'd what to ſay; 

He Anſwer'd, By me Shoul *t's Shaterday, 


Each loving each, as truly as a Brother, | 
In all things ad alike, Speak, Drink and Smother, EA 
Delight, as Monkeys, to Buffon each other. .. 


Like the Twin ſtars, theſe two United are, 
Ir's no great matter whether both appear; 


It you ſee one, in him the other's there, 


The 
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_ 
The Ale at laft to theſe weak Noddles ſtole, 
Supply d the want of Brains in every Skull, 


And made them Merry, tho? it made me Dull. 


The Taylor begg'd of his Reverſe a Tune, 
Teague'toy his Bazpipes ſent, and fix'd his Drone, 
| Then Play'd Dundee's Farwel, and Sung O hore. 


This pleas'd the Mob, and made them hoop and hollow, 
As when the Brindl;d Dog againſt the Fallom WG 
Pins down the Bul/, and makes him Roar and Bellow. 


I Teas'd and Tir'd with this Bear-Garden Play, 
In doletul dumps did for Ten Tankards Pay, | 
And Sick, not Drunk, I hamwards ſtecr'd my way. 
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UPON 


Derby-Ale. 


B** E and Ignoble Flegm, dull DERBY-ALE; 
Thou canſt o'er none but Brainleſs Sots prevail; _ g 
Chokes them if New, and Sonre art if Stale. 


Thou drownſt no Care, or do'ſt thou Elevate; 
In ſtead of quenching Drouth, do'{t Drouth create, 


Makes us dull Sots at an expenſive rate, 


Old Englieb Ale, which Upſtart Fops diſdain, 
Brew'd by our Grandfiers, Chear*d the Heart of Man, 
Quench'd Drouth with pleaſure, and prolong'd their Span. 


-- But thov / Poor Slime, thou art not Ale, for why ? 
Thou neither Cheares the Heart, or Brisks the Eye ; 


The more we Drink the more we ſtill are Dry. 


Rare 


C15) 
Rare Fat'ning Swill, to Belly up Lean Gueſt; 
It feeds a Man in fix Months to a Beaſt, 
And o1ves him bulk, for -a Church-Ward'z at leaſt. 


Puff'd up with thee, Diſpirited; Debas'd, 
We inte Gray's-Inn reel (O Pump be prais'd) 
There Quench that Drouth thy Treacly Dregs haye rais'd: 


One heirty Draught prepares for Pipe of Funk, 
Three Tankards whets-my Appetite for Punk, wy 


Four makes me Sick; but Ten wont make make me Drunk; 


Or Nipperkins of thee fix Hours I fit, 
[ill ſpent my Total, and benum'd my Wit, 
Thus nothing have, and juſt for nothing fit, 


Our Wits, or Thoughts, thou never canſt advance 
Above th* Afﬀairs of Poland, or of France, 
Wounds, thou'rt a Booby to a Cup of Nantes. 


Thou'rt fit for thoſe who are from Troubles free; 
Thou Cur'ſt no Spleen, thou art unfit for me, 
.-Pd's live, almoſt, drink Adam's Ale as thee. 


Thou mak'ſ us Fat in little time *cis true, 
The ſame will Swins-Flesh and Potatoes do; 
They covet Fleſh, not Brains, that follow you, 


Thou 
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Thou Noble Ale! Mere Candle, and unfit. 
For Men of Care to drink, or Men of Wit, 
Poor Engtish Coffee for a plodding Cit. 


Guzzle for Carmen, Foggy and Untfine, 
For nothing fir but to Exhauſt bur Coir 
Water to Bratdy, and Small-Bees'to Wine. | 


Forgive my drowſy Muſe where Cer the nods, 
She's not Inf} pir'd or Tutor'd by the Gods, 
'Bhe Rirhts o'er Hts; others ofer Wine, thia's odds: ' 


What if you fay The's Dull,)it's no.great mattet, 
Croſs Muddy.Ake” 5 2 heavy: Theam: for Satyrs:: - 
Ton! Brown be judge, ot honeſt: Bi Brodgut ater, ' 
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